Durra’s Diary Entry #1 
06-01-22 
Another day, another shilling 
Dear Diary, 


Today has been a long day, but what day isn’t? At 5 am this morning, my alarm went off. 
As usual, | dread the thought of waking up to go to work so | snooze the alarm and go 
back to sleep. But what do you know? | feel Kam’s tap on my shoulder and his voice 
hollering, “Durra, get up!” Kam is my hubby and we have a set of thirteen-year-old twins 
together. Eidi is a daddy’s girl and Sumu is a mama’s boy. | have the honor of making 
breakfast for Kam, Eidi, and Sumu every morning before leaving for work at the Kericho 
tea farm. Kam also works at the farm but his shift starts at 9 am while mine begins at 7 
am. See, | pluck tea leaves for a living and must be on the site from 7 am to 4 am with a 
short lunch break in between. | use this lunch break to run back home to prepare lunch 
for hubby and the kids. 

Kam and | met on the Kericho Tea plantation which sits on the highlands of Mount 
Kenya. If not for Kam, | probably wouldn't have this job so | must be grateful for him 
every day | wake up. | only wish | had office duty like my hubby, Kam. He works inside 
the factory as an office manager while | pluck tea leaves outside all day under the 
blistering sun. Still, | must be grateful because before we met, | was working 12 hours/ 6 
days a week, but since we met and got married, | now only work 9 hours a day/ 5 days 


a week. 


"I only wish I had office duty like my hubby, Kam. He works inside the factory as an office 
manager while I pluck tea leaves outside all day under the blistering sun" 
- Durra 


| quickly took a shower and prepared breakfast for hubby and the kids. By 6:30 am, | 
was out of the door on my way to the farm. Today | picked 9 kilos of tea leaves, and only 
4 kilos were selected. The big boss only accepts “two leaves and a bud” which are 
deemed the highest quality tea leaves, so most days half of my back-breaking tea loads 
of tea get discarded. | get 16 shillings per kilo on the accepted batches and if | keep at 
this pace, | will not even make up to 500 shillings this month ($5.00). | only wish they at 
least paid us more for our work. We perform more strenuous duties than the men sitting 
inside the office who get to enjoy working in an air-conditioned room with unlimited 
complimentary tea from the leaves we pluck. | wish | had the power to speak up but if | 
do, | risk losing my job. | guess my only option is to suck it up and work harder 


tomorrow. 


Durra’s Diary Entry #2 


06/10/22 

Dirty work for dirty pay 

Dear Diary, 

Kenyan female farmers continue to occupy lower-paid positions with limited 
opportunities to advance, which increases our vulnerability to harassment and 
exploitation at the tea farms. Recently, my back has been hurting me and | requested a 
desk job. My manager, Cyrus, told me that | am not qualified for a desk job. | said | was 
willing to learn but then he told me there are currently no desk jobs available at the 
moment. For the past 10 years, | have done the same job — plucking tea leaves. I’ve 
seen men that came in after me as tea leaf pluckers and then advanced to 


supervisory-level positions, even though | always plucked more and better-quality 


leaves than these men. Not only are we getting bypassed for high-level positions, but 
we are also doing the brunt of the work for barely minimum wages. 

After complaining to Cyrus about my back pain, he told me that he can give me lighter 
duties if | agreed to go out with him. | was dumbfounded. He knows | am married with 
kids. He, himself, is also married with kids. But obviously, he doesn’t care. | forced 
myself to believe he was joking and laughed it off, but it turns out, | was the only one 
laughing. | begged him again, but he told me to go home, and think about it, and then let 
him know before the end of the week. He told me to consider myself lucky to have this 
option as there were many women who would jump at the opportunity. | cannot blame 


those women but | refuse to be one of them. 


Durra’s Diary Entry #3 
06/12/22 


Desperate times lead to desperate measure 

Dear Diary, 

Today, | woke up with intense back pain but | still had to work. Hubby needs my help to 
pay the kids’ school fees. When | got to the office, | requested light duties again and 
Cyrus asked if | gave any thought to our discussion a few days ago. | ignored him and 
kept working. As | went to drop off my tea leaves, he intentionally rubbed against my 
breast and gave me a wink. | went straight to the senior manager’s office to report the 
sexual harassment. Kudi, the senior manager, told me | should learn how to not entice 
the male workers. | felt sad, confused, defeated, and angry. How did | entice him? | was 


simply doing my job! The saddest part about this situation is that | have no one to talk to 


that would understand or take the right action. My hubby would probably explode with 
anger and jealousy. There are no female supervisors to confide in. 

Today, | ran into Cyrus while plucking tea leaves. He said hello and smiled. | smiled 
back. He asked if | would like to take a quick break with him. | nervously smiled and 
answered “sure”. He took my hand and | followed him. | never thought | would be one of 


those women but | guess desperate times lead to desperate measures. | have to eat. | 


have to feed my family and | need to keep my children in school. 


Durra’s Diary Entry #4 
06/16/22 


Silencing us to save face 

Dear Diary, 

Yesterday, Kudi informed us that we will be visited by reporters doing a story about 
gender-based violence against female Kenyan farmers. We were told to be careful in 
how we respond to questions asked about our experience on the farm considering any 
negative feedback from the public would impact our current jobs and potential chances 
of working at any other multinational farm. Kudi advised us to speak positively about the 
training we received on managing our finances and budgeting. | highlighted the fact that 
those training sessions were not useful for us since we are ultimately expected to hand 
over our salaries to our husbands. How can they train us to manage something we don’t 
own? It is actually dangerous for us women to be financially independent because our 
husbands get intimidated and then turn violent against us. Some of my friends who 
faced violence reported the incidents to the authorities who did absolutely nothing. The 
Kenyan government pledged to protect women and girls from violence and provide free 
medical and mental health services, alternative housing, and most of all, justice. But the 
system has failed us continuously. We have no protection and no access to healthcare 
or even mental health services. There is corruption and bribery by our own law 
enforcement and we end up getting asked to cough off money for services that should 
be free. Money that we don’t have. 

Instead of focusing on interviewing us women about our experience, why don’t they 
really take us in and take care of us? Why are they coming to get information from us 


with promises of making improvements but all they do is create a catchy story for the 


media and leave us with nothing but continuous suffering? | want to keep my job and 
my family happy so | will do as I’m told and not reveal the true nature of my sufferings. | 
will go ahead and fabricate the” excellent” work that management has done to empower 


me and help me advance. 


Durra’s Diary Entry #5 


06/22/22 

Adopt a female farmer 

Dear Diary, 

| have an idea - It’s a brilliant one too! | Know exactly how the world can help us 
eliminate gender-based violence against female tea farmers. We need an organization 
that allows advocates from anywhere in the world to adopt an African female farmer. 
The advocate and the farmer would develop a personal/professional relationship that 
fosters open dialogue and honest communication. Both the advocate and farmer will 
have a direct line of communication (via audio and video calls) and any translation 
needed should be sourced from a third party. The advocate will know exactly who their 
money is going to and what the money is being used for. The advocate and farmer can 


address constructive feedback directly with each other. 


| strongly believe this would be a much better way to provide impactful support to 
African female farmers. When companies claim they have made donations to certain 
foundations, the people that need these donations the most (us female farmers) never 
see a Shilling. Instead of these one-time, big donations, each advocate would simply 
partner with a farmer until they become self-sustainable. | am confident that the concept 
of adopting a farmer would make our voices heard, our livelihoods improved and the 


smiles on our faces truly genuine. 


Eidi’s Diary Entry #1 
06/01/22 


Tea is our Life here in Kericho 

Dear Diary, 

My name is Eidi and I’m thirteen years old. | have a twin brother named Sumu, my 
Mama, and my Baba. We are Kenyan and we live in the glorious place called Kericho. 
The sky is wide here and the land is covered with tea plantations. Tea is our life here in 
Kericho. We drink tea not only in the morning but throughout the day and it is always 
served hot! Both Baba and Mama work at the tea plantation. Baba gets to wear a 
crisp, collared shirt to work where he has his own office. When | was little, | would 
sometimes accompany Baba to his office on a Saturday morning if he needed to pick up 
a file from his office. No one was in the office on Saturdays, so he would let me sit 
under his desk with a small piece of chalk and a tablet-sized chalkboard. | would draw 
pictures on the chalkboard while Baba made a phone call and gathered a file to bring 
back home. Upon leaving the office, Baba would make sure that no one saw me 
leaving the office building. Children were not allowed to enter the office and Baba did 
not want to cause any trouble. One time as | was leaving the office with Baba, a few of 
the ladies were picking tea leaves and one started staring at me. She knew Baba was 
breaking a rule but didn’t dare mention it to anyone. She would have been seen as 
complaining and no one wants an employee who complains. For the sake of her job 


and her family, she quickly turned her head the other way and kept quiet. 


Here is a picture of the beautiful Kericho tea plants—like a green carpet below 


the heavens. 


Eidi’s Diary Entry #2 


06/10/22 

Sumu is nervous to leave Mama 

Dear Diary, 

In a few months, Sumu and | will turn 14 years old. We both know that after this school 


term we will be attending different schools. Currently, we are students at Chelimo 


Primary School and we have been students here since nursery school. Sumu has been 
accepted to the Kericho Tea Boys High School. He will look handsome wearing the 
uniform consisting of a red shirt, black tie, and green pants. He wants to be part of the 
football team, so he has been kicking around a ball that he made out of plastic bags. 

He is hoping for his birthday that Baba might be able to get him a real football, but we 
know that our new private schools will be expensive. Mama and Baba need to save as 
much money as possible for our tuition and school uniforms. | was accepted to the Moi 
Tea Girls Secondary School. | am excited about this opportunity, but | am also nervous. 
Both Sumu and | will have to take a bus to our new schools which will mean that we will 
have to leave home early in the morning and we will not return home until late at night. 
Sumu also told me that he is nervous to leave Mama. Sumu knows that Mama has 
Baba, but still, there are men that sometimes pass by the house to see if Mama is there. 
Sumu does not like this. He hates those men. Don’t those men know to leave Mama 
alone? Mama already has Baba and we are a family. | can tell sometimes that Sumu is 
thinking about the long days that he will have at his new school and worrying about 


Mama. 


Eidi’s Diary Entry #3 


06/1 2//22 

I want to be a writer 

Dear Diary #3 (Eidi) 

| am scared to admit this to Baba....and to Mama, but I want to be a writer. Baba and 
Mama have always encouraged Sumu and me to work hard in school. They want us to 
have a different life from them—one that is not dictated by the tea farms. Baba and 
Mama constantly encourage Sumu and me to study hard so we can become doctors, 
engineers, lawyers, or business owners. But, I know where my heart is....1 know that | 
have a love for putting words on paper—-reading those words and savoring those 


words. My teacher Mr. Kiprono has noticed my love for reading and writing. He also 


knows that I enjoy reading poetry. He has loaned me two thin poetry books that I have 
been reading and re-reading. He also introduced me to some young female Kenyan 
poets. He says their work should be an inspiration for me. | don’t know if I will ever be 
able to write beautifully like that, but I will keep dreaming about it. | read this poem 
called Aftershocks today. 

AFTERSHOCKS 

PATO LA MAHABA NI HABA, HABA 

by Alexis Teyie 

These are the aftershocks of love: 

Nanananaaa. Wololo. 

We, History and I, are a marimba. 


Every time He hits me, the sighs make 


a phlegmatic cobalt music. 


Eidi’s Diary Entry #4 
06/16/22 


The African 

Dear Diary, 

| have been reading more of the poetry Mr. Kiprono gave me. It is interesting how often 
these female poets talk about negative things that men are doing. The last poem by 
Alexis Teyie states “Every time He hits me,”. Today, | was reading another poem by 
Mwende Ngao that talks about an African man wanting a second wife and that it is part 


of the culture. 


The African by Mwende Ngao 


You are a Christian until you want a second wife 

And then you suddenly remember you’re an African man 
You will not be denied 

This is your culture 

These are your traditions 

Existing long before you knew who Adam and Eve were. 
Who are you to overrule your ancestors? 

These ancestors who you hardly know anything about? 
But no matter, their blood runs through your veins 


And so their thoughts must as well. 


| am surprised these female poets are comfortable writing in this negative manner. 
They are speaking their minds. Maybe this is what Mr. Kiprono is encouraging me to 
do. Does he think that | have a strong enough voice to call out some of the injustices 


that women like my Mama are enduring? 


Eidi’s Diary Entry #5 


06/22/22 

SlayQueen 

Dear Diary, 

Today Mama seemed a little distant like she had something heavy weighing on her 
mind. Maybe she was just trying to figure something out. She needed space for her 
mind to process her thoughts. | finished my homework early today, so | made myself a 


cup of tea, sat by the window looking at the view, and started to read some poetry. The 


poem that | read by Mumbi Macharia really made my head spin. The poet talks about 
“men who are intimidated by a woman who can see right through their mediocrity”. She 
writes in bold statements that make me feel empowered when | read her words. Maybe 
the younger generation of women can stand up to denounce the awful ways that some 
men treat women? Perhaps all Kenyan women can adopt the strong voice that is 
present in the poem titled “Slayqueen”. Reading this has really opened my eyes to 
speaking up for women. | would like to try to be a voice for all women. It would be 
scary since some men would be resentful. But | believe men like Baba, Mr. Kiprono, 
and (soon enough) Sumu would support me in my efforts. They would want me to be 


strong and use my words to help all the women of Kenya. 


SLAYQUEEN by Mumbi Macharia 

Adjective: 

A word invented by men who would rather refer to themselves as a “boychild” rather 
than take 

actual accountability for their actions. 

A word invented by men who are intimidated by a woman who can see right through 
their 

mediocrity and refuse to settle. 

Slayqueen, a word invented by men who expect a woman to lower her standards so 
that he can 


match up, men who expect a woman to slow down just so he can keep up. 


Slayqueen, a word invent by men who are so intimidated by a woman who can blow him 
away 

with her 30” weave, a woman who can walk all over and crush his dreams with her 6” 
heels, a 

woman who can pierce his fragile masculinity with her nails, ladies and gentlemen there 
has 


been a gross misunderstanding of what being a slayqueen entails. 
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